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A few days after a wild affray in Roberts hotel room, Jimmy, who had been deliberately avoiding me, asked 
me to speak in private. | was ready for it. | didn't think, however, that his fury didn't pass yet. 


"Are you completly insane? What the hell came to your mind, to hang out with Robert?" Jimmy was furious 


like almost never before. 


"What do you mean: to hang out with him? Is he some kind of criminal, or what? We're friends, you know it 


very well. What's wrong with you?" | was boiling with anger, ready to defence my rights. 


‘Its a very specific kind of friendship, indeed. I'd say, very close one. What tempted you to start sleeping with 
him?" 


"This is not your business, | quess?" 
y g 


"It is my business, at least as long as you are here under my custody. l'm considering right now sending you 
home." He lit a cigarette with trambling hands. Smoke shrouded his face after a moment. 


‘Sending me home? Why?" | was scared" You can't! At least l'm working here!" 


It was true. Peter Grant, taking the opportunity that | was there handy, entrusted me some things for taking 


care of, making sure at the same time that | wasn't wandering around without purpose. 


Jimmy burst out with laughter. It wasn't too polite, | must say. He thought it over however and embracing me 


with his arm, said: 


"Listen, | understand that he attracts you. Not only you. But try to understand.. Robert.. he's not suitable for 


you. You're too young, too.. delicate. Robert is blase, accustomed to adoration" 
| bowed my head. He didn't tell me anything new. 
"| know, Jim, | know.. But there's something between us.. | don't even know how to name it" 


Its called ‘chemistry’, pure ‘chemistry’. You need an antidote, that's all. Just look around, maybe you will meet 


someone interesting." 

"| don't want to". 

"What?" 

| don't want to look around and look for somebody new." 
"Bloody shit, girl, he's married!" 


"You don't have to tell me, I'm aware of that. But it doesn't bother him to look for adventures somewhere 


else.” 
"It doesn't bother you, either, does it?" 
"| don't know.. | don't think about it.." 


"Well, maybe you should" He finished his smoke and stood up. "Really, think about it, girl. Id like you two to 
stop seeing each other. Besides, don't you think he's too old for you?" 


| gave him a bad look. 


"Don't you think that Lori was too young for you?" 
His face froze for a moment. 
"This is different. Lori was..." 


". Younger than | am now. | don't want to expostulate you anything, but you must know that age is not an 


argument for me." 


He didn't say anything more. Essentially he knew that I'm going to do what | want. But he felt obliged to inform 


me about his, let's say, dissatisfaction with this turn of events. Fair enough, | guess. 


The most of the anger which exploded from him after when he caught Gillan, me and Robert in the latter's 
hotel room in a situation that couldn't be interpreted in any other way, already passed away. Who knows what 
he could do if he wasn't drunk as a lord that moment. 

That bottle of Jack Daniel's in his hand posed a thread of being shattered on somebody's head. Finally, it ended 
on the wall. | really don't know how we managed to calm Jimmy down. It was lan, for sure, who helped us with 
it. It is very possible that it was his gift of speech what caused that Robert wasn't kicked out from the band 
immediately that night. 


Well, | knew at least one thing. Regardless of my brother's dissatisfaction, | was not going to end that 
adventure with Robert. Adventure, because it couldn't be called a relationship. Probably not even a romance. | 
didn't plan anything, not trying to predict the future. 

If only | knew how to predict it .. 

Then, maybe | could save life of a little boy, who died suddenly a month later in an ambulance carrying him to 
the hospital in a small town in the distant England, leaving for always a non-healing wound in the heart of his 


father.. 


* 


To be continue in story called "Karac's Death". 


